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'' Exactly,'' said Edward. "All staff cars except this
one. We've had it."

Edward smiled benignly at the Gurkha.

"Oh, you altogether bloody little man/' he said
softly. " I'm so glad you don't understand one word
I'm saying, let alone thinking."

'' How much food have we got ? I have got one
rather bruised banana."

"I've got nothing, and I bet they've got nothing, too.''

"What about water? "

" There'll be some in the radiator."

The lanky Gurkha was already sound asleep. The
little one was picking his nose with a straw.

"The great thing to pretend is that we meant to
spend the night here on this very spot with no food."

'' Now how did that come about ? ''

"Well, we were both of us deeply impressed by
Colonel Morgan's story of St. Simeon Stylites."

" And we decided we'd been eating and drinking too
much lately."

" And seeing too many people, of course."

"However, we reckoned that a plinth was rather
expensive."

" And we didn't want to get talked about."

"So we thought, 'Now where can we find a
spot.

"Without a plinth."

" With no plinth but absolutely remote."

"And with no chance of anyone finding us for
weeks."

"With no food for miles around."

" So we can really mortify our flesh."

" Cairo was hardly suitable."

" Nor was Tel Aviv. . . ."